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Eyes Wide Open 


| remember when he used to look at me like that. Way back in the day. Of course times had changed and 


people had moved on. Some of us, anyway. 


The few times we met up while | was ‘away’ as Rod had put it, led me to believe that things would go back to 
normal when | did come back. Wishes and fishes, mates. 


Of course Davey smiled at everyone. It was our Davey. He could come face to face with Hitler and smile him 
into submission. No one paid any attention at the beaming smile. It was just Davey's way. Natural, like, for him. 
One hardly paid attention anymore, it was like a frown from Steve. You only wondered what was up when he 
wasn't smiling. 


| knew better though. Dave had different smiles. You had to spend a lot of time with ‘im, not just on the bus 
or on stage to be able to read the little differences. 


He used to look at me like that. Now | just see the back of his head as he looks at Jan 


And | haven't the guts to say anything to him. A few months back in the band and | don't want to blow it. 


Things are tenuous enough with Steve without the drama of mucking about with Dave again. The tour would be 


killer enough on it's own. 
Except when he bends over. Damn, | miss that ass. 
I'm an ass for not trying harder. 


So | shut up and put up and keep my head down, noticing Bruce having his own problems getting back into the 
family spirit. 


What a joke that was, eh? Everyone's still walking around on eggshells. 


Luckily for me Jan seemed to be keeping Davey busy. They were always going places, which was not the Davey 
| knew. New Irish Pubs - which was never Davey's style. Wandering around town, again, not Davey's style. 
Janick suddenly sported a new set of golf clubs. I'd never known the guy to play golf. Not that I'd really liked 
golf either, but.. 


Dave never wanted to try fishing. 
It was damn frustrating. 


Dave seemed happy enough, so it kept me going. | busied myself with any little thing | could find during 
rehearsals and recording and packed extra batteries for my CD player. Didn't hurt as much with the 


headphones on and my eyes closed. 
The flight was still pretty much unbearable. 


Then we landed in Canada. It looked like Scotland, minus the historical charm. | was pretty damn sure | was 
circling the seventh circle of hell and paying for someone else's sins at this point. Dave and Jan had sat next to 
each other the entire flight. | sat next to Nicko, and he tried to talk my ear off until the headphones came out. 
Between disks | couldn't help but search a few rows ahead for a head of blonde hair only to find a blonder 
head next to it. 


Nicko nudged me and | slid the headphones down and around my neck. 


‘Is gonna be a very long tour if you keep that up, my son" | snorted at him and slid my headphones back on. 
Out of the corner of my eye | saw him shake his head. If only it was that easy, Nick, if only. 


Touring gave me all the excuses | need to get away from the lovebirds. | pissed around with my tech during 
sound checks, ate at odd times, kept to myself in the hotel. It worked, to a certain extent. | was still forced to 
watch Davey and Jan rub against each other during the night's show after a day of trying not to watch them 
watch each other. They couldn't be more obvious and oblivious if they tried. At least Dave and | tried to hide 
it back in the old days. Twenty years made quite a difference in social norms. Maybe | was just looking at it 


with different eyes. 


The venue in New Brunswick was freezing. It was a hockey rink in it's main usage, leaving the rest of us not 
kitted up in layers of pads to freeze our fucking balls off. | managed to avoid the lovebirds all morning, having 
kept to myself and done my own interviews with the local press. We all had to meet up at three for sound 
check. It was the first sound check since me ‘n Bruce had come back. Steve was lording over everything, 
screaming at the front of house and carpenters and anyone else who happened to get in his line of sight. | 
tried to keep out of his way, still on a tenuous lead and all. 


That left me to dance around Dave and Jan. We were supposed to work as a three lead setup, and the runs 
had already been split up during practice. That part of it went pretty easy, I'd played with Jan before and now 
Davey'd been playing with ‘im for near on ten years I'd been gone. They each gave me some bits back and it 
worked like a waltz. 


| took center stage, Davey on the right and Jan on the left by the desk Jan ran around like a lunatic, even 
during sound check. The man really had too much energy. He ran right past me to Davey, listening through his 
monitor. Even when he was on his own mic Davey was looking across stage with a soft light in his eyes. They 
slipped glances all sound check. As soon as | could bail | did, tossing my guitar to my tech and heading off to 
catering. | drowned my feelings in donuts and coffee. The donut habit came from Nathalie, leaving me with a 


nice donut of my own that lived right above my belt. 
"You ran off quick, mate." Dave sat on a folding metal chair too near me at the long table. 


"Yeah, well." | fussed with some of the crumbs on the cheap plastic tablecloth. Davey blinked then looked at 
me. He'd known me fer too long and | had to turn away, pretending to watch some of the crew descend upon 
the buffet line. "It's hard" Vague was a good way to go. Let Dave read into it whatever he wanted. Didn't 


matter anyway. 


| could tell Dave was smiling a little bit. his arm landed on my shoulder much like the old days. "Cheer up, mate. 


Itll get better." 


| grunted. Suddenly Dave stiffened and removed his arm. | looked up to see Janick rounding the cinder block wall 
and heading towards us, all smiles and lanky arms. He sat next to Dave and made himself comfortable. "What's 


up?" 

| snorted and kept playing with the crumbs. "Nothing," Dave spoke. 

"Did you see that pub on the way in from the bridge?" | had seen it, but didn't want to go alone or with them. 
Dave was on the other side of the bus with Jan. Honestly | didn't know how Jan saw it, aside from having 


radar for those places. "Wanna run there before call?" 


"Its on the other side of the river," | blurted out sourly. | was on thin ice with Steve, already, all of his 


guitarists running off to get pissed before the opening show wouldn't go over well and I'd be out on my 


"Harbor," Jan corrected, "We can get a cab." 


| did the math in my head. Even with three hours, plus a cab ride through whatever traffic was doing.. It just 
wasn't a good idea. | shook my head. 


"Maybe you can run on those stilts you call legs, mate," Davey chuckled. "But I'm a little past that at this 
point." He folded his hands over his little belly and leaned back. 


"Built for comfort, eh?" Jan winked at him, referencing one of our favourite UFO songs. Mine and Davey's 


favourite, anyway. Jan wasn't allowed to have in-jokes with Dave. 


‘Steve would kill me." My neutral contribution to the discussion, pushing aside a rising tide of jealousy the 


longer Jan was around. 


Jan leaned in. "Fuck Steve." He looked around quickly. "Fuck ‘im. It's gonna be a long tour, and let's get it started 


off right" 


| liked a good time as much as the next guy, but not now. Not with them making googly eyes at each other. 
Dental work and taxes were higher on my to do list. "I'm just gonna head back to the bus for a bit" Jan had 
the nerve to look disappointed. 


"New guy again, remember?" 


He wasn't disappointed for long, turning all of his energies on Dave. "C'mon, Dave, it looked like fun, and they had 
beeeerrrr." His hands were on Davey's shoulders, mock shaking him, this idiotic grin on both of their faces. | 


was gonna vomit. 


"lIl see you later, alright?" and beat a hasty retreat. The bus had parked behind the venue, allowing me to drop 
out the loading dock with a borrowed hat and jog the short amount of sidewalk to the bus. The quietness gave 
me some privacy to think about that | was embarking on. Before, in England, | could run away and | went home 
at night. | didn't think about dealing with them all the time and never getting away from it. Three months, | 
thought | could handle three months. It was short as far as tour cycles went. | hadn't even made it one day 


yet. 
| got my shit together enough and hiked back to the arena, running into a few wandering fans and having to 
duck quick. | found a mad looking Steve in the dressing room arguing with a jovial Nicko, who was putting up 


with none of his sourness. 


An even more miserable Bruce was pacing the hallways, muttering to himself. A bit of doubt crept back up, 


perhaps this was a bad idea after all. 


Sitting in my self loathing | waited for time to go by. Getting dressed and ready took up some of it. Keeping 


Nicko off my back took up more and left me even more irritable. Thankfully Dave and Janick only made an 
appearance at last minute, just enough to quickly sober up and throw on some stage clothes. Even with being 
professional drunks it looks like they'd downed a keg. Laughing and joking at nothing they tripped over their 


trousers and tousled each other's hair. Steve raised an eyebrow but said nothing. 


| wanted to stand up and say something, yell at them for mucking up the first return show. Not with Steve 
watching everything like a hawk Davey used to be able to play through anything, even if he was too drunk to 
stand he was able to play. So | let it go, there was always a chance some skills hadn't gotten lost with age. 


The rest of the show was a blur. I'd forgotten what it was like to be on stage in front of so many people. 
Between the nerves and the tension everything blended together, the lights and heat causing everyone to 
sweat. After the last encore | hustled off to the toilet and then to the little holding room for some obligatory 
meet and greet stuff. | was still catching my breath, wiping the sweat away with a paper drink napkin. Camera 


flashes went off all around. All | wanted was a beer and a shower. 


| circled around to find Nicko telling more of his stories to a few enthralled fans. | nudged him to get his 
attention. "You seen Davey?" 


"Actually, thats a much longer story H, old mate. One that perhaps should best be left unsaid in certain 
company." He waggled his eyebrows and signed some young thing's tshirt. "If ya know what's | mean, that is." 


"Got cha" | nodded, not exactly liking his answer. "Ya seen Jan anywhere?" Nicko looked at me with one raised 


eyebrow. 


"Aaah, | see." | wandered off back into the crowd. That beer was really calling my name now, and Bruce handed 
me one through the crowd. He looked worse for wear too, jumping and running like he did would wear out even 
the most energetic person. | stood with my back to one of the cool concrete walls, scowling and downing the 


crap American lager. Piss water. 


Fans left me alone, must have been the arms folded over my chest and the glares | gave anyone who came 
near. It couldn't have been more than five minutes for me to suck down the whole bottle. | was in no mood to 
be social, so with my PR commitment technically fulfilled, | stormed off to the showers for a change and a 
wait for the bus. 


| already had my shirt and shoes off, dropping them all in front of the lockers that normally served hockey 
teams. Towels were gone, of course, stolen by roadies and locals looking to lift anything that wasn't tied down. | 
would have to double back to the dressing room, but first | went to turn the showers on so the blasted things 


would actually be warm by the time | got back. 


Rounding the serpentine that hid the showers, | heard they were already running. Whoever was in there 
probably had all of our towels. Davey was in the shower - no mistaking that backside anywhere. He wasn't 
moving though, just standing there under the spray, one hand holding his hair back. | almost called out to him 


when another hand slid around his rear end and grabbed at the rounded muscle. My jaw dropped open; | wasn't 


sure how | missed the person kneeling in front of him. 


Before | could make any noises, | backed out of the showers and skated away back to the dressing room. | 
stood at my open dressing case, arm slung over the top and staring at the dark insides until a roadie prompted 
me to move. They were packing up around me, the time disappearing. | moved out of the way as they 
efficiently packed up the room and rolled it out and on to the next town. I'd probably have to ride with the 


crew, the bus miles away by now. 


Something tapped me on the arm. My own stage shoes swam into the view, waved by a serene looking Dave. 
"Left yer shoes and shirt in the showers." | must have looked odd because his smile froze and he tilted his 


head slightly. "Whats wrong?" 


"Nothing," | answered sullenly. Like a right woman on PMT | was. He frowned, but managed to look concerned at 
the same time. "Gonna miss the bus, eh?" Grabbing my clothes, | darted out of the empty, echoing room and 


jogged to our home on wheels, Steve eagerly doing a headcount and waiting. 


"If you fink yer missin’ the bleedin’ bus, y'can fink again!" Diehard fans still mulled around in the dark and | had 
to shoulder my way through them, security doing a crap job as usual. Dave wasn't far behind me, and the 


door shut as soon as we were both onboard, cutting the crowd noise. 


Jan sat up front, right by the door. Dave dropped into the seat next to him, half on top of him, leaving me to 
head further back crammed with Rod and some luggage against the wall of the small kitchen. Luxury at it's 
finest. My travel bag had made it, so | dug around for my CD player and headphones, tuning out Rod's snores. 
The road to Montreal was twisty and dark, it would be a rough's night sleep for the best of us. 


Inner Garden 


| woke up to Bruce shaking my shoulder and peering down at me. The short hair only made him look more 
manic and overcaffeniated. The batteries in the CD player had long since died, and my neck was at an 
uncomfortable angle against the fake wood. "Wakey wakey sunshine," he smiled and bounced away to whatever 
was next on his over-achievement list. The guys were gone, the bus was stopped, and | had to piss like a 
racehorse. Great way to start the day on the road. It was an off day if | remember correctly - Steve hadn't 
woken me, so | must not have had anything pressing. | got a quick look in the mirror to make sure no one had 
written any crude things on my face while | slept and headed out. All of the signs were in French, so it must 
be Montreal. | got up to my room and fell on the soft bed, wrapping the soft blankets around me. This would 
be perfect, if | could just stay like this wrapped up in softness. My stomach growled, and | rolled over in the 
beddings again, knowing | would have to get up and find some food. 


Room service brought food. TV passed the day. | went for hours avoiding thinking or working or doing anything. 
| called home before it got too late, the kids taking up much of the line. Bruce dragged me out for supper, the 
one person who had always been my friend on this tour still managing to make me smile and relax a bit. Even | 
couldn't be annoyed at his enthusiasm as he bowled though supper, dessert, and drinks. We caught a cab back, 
Bruce somehow managing the French flawlessly, and getting us back in one piece. The hotel bar called our 
names, the detour off the main lobby covered in marble and plush carpet. Bruce headed straight for the bar 
where Jan was seated and nursing a beer, an empty plate pushed away as he watched the TV. 


"Hey!" Bruce slapped Jan on the back, almost pushing him out of the chair and into the bar. Jan guarded his 
beer as Bruce sat next to him. There were a lot of empty stools this early in the evening. "What cha up to?" 


"Nothing," Jan said, letting go of his beer. "Dinner and out later, maybe to Old Town" | sat on the other side of 
Bruce, putting my distance between Jan. Not that he wasn't an alright enough guy, but it was easier if | didn't 
have to look at him every second. "How are you, ya aad bugger?" He was clearly looking at me, and it would be 


impossible to pretend he was talking to Bruce. 


"Aight, | guess." Jan lapsed back into conversation with Bruce while | nursed my beer and focused on the TV. | 


couldn't make out a word out, even with the news scrawl across the bottom. It was all in French. Tabarnac. 


"HEY!" Bruce shouted and thumped on the bar. | turned to see Davey walking in, cheeks red as ever. He sat 
next to me, further down the bar and oddly away from Jan. "This man needs a beer!" Bruce was loud and 


annoying, yelling for the bartender. How he got away with anything was still a mystery to me. 


Quietly, Dave saddled up next to me, shrinking as the whole bar turned to see who was at the center of the 
commotion. He loved it though, could never fool me. Age had given him a veneer of humbleness, the rest of us 
knew better. Soon a beer appeared in front of him and the four of us made a rather noisy group, the only 


thing missing was Nicko's brakish laugh and Steve's grumbling. 


Occasionally Jan would lean forward on the bar, or lean back in his chair, looking around Bruce and myself. Dave 


would meet him with a sly smile or a slow blink, little tidbits to keep him sated for a few minutes. It was 
driving me crazy. | was trying to watch the TV, information about the coming Y2K bug that would do whatever 
(the news kept showing petrol pumps), and Jan is making a spectacle of himself with his googly eyes, pretending 


no one notices. The way Bruce was acting he didn't notice, he just kept court like usual. 


As soon as | finished my beer, | pushed the stool back and started to leave, tossing some paper bills on the 


bar. 


"Where ya going?" Bruce and Jan were still debating over something, leaving Davey to look at me with those 


big blue eyes I'd known for so many years. 

| shrugged. "Back to my room." 

Davey frowned again, I'd been seeing that much too often. "Gonna go golfing tomorrow, early. Wanna come?" | 
stopped and blinked at him, not believing I'd heard him say that. ‘Wanna come? all casual and innocent like. "Just 


me and Nick," he added. | swallowed around the lump in my throat. 


"Yeah, sure. Could use some sun" Davey nodded and slid over to my stool, moving his beer along. | clapped 
Bruce on his shoulder and waived, ignoring Jan who didn't even seem to notice. 


| spent the rest of the night alone flipping through the TV channels. 


The Sheltering Skies 


Six am and | was knocking on Davey's door. | wasn't much of a golf fan, but it was a way to kill time. Dave 


opened his door and let me in, looking me up and down. 
"You can't wear that, it's not allowed" 


"What?" | looked at myself. Clean jeans, nice tshirt, trainers. Nothing offensive or dirty. Dave had his bags on 
his neatly made bed, which wasn't like him. He never made his bed, not in all the years we'd been touring 


together. "This is alright" 


Dave pulled out another polo shirt, shook it and tossed it at me. "No tshirts. The jeans and trainers are alright 
for this course, but the shirt's gotta go." 


The fabric wrinkled in my hands as | held it. It wasn’t the standard cotton blend, like the few | had at home, it 
was some sort of funky golf type, kinda thin and slippery. | thought about slipping it on over my tshirt; Davey 
was a little bit larger than me now and there was plenty of room in the stretchy fabric. He was watching me 
stroke the fabric. The room was a mirror image to mine, so silently | slipped off to the bathroom. No way | 
was changing in front of him anywhere that wasn't a sports locker room. He didn't say anything when | 
emerged, nor did | ask him why his bed hadn't been slept in. | knew the answer anyway, | just didn't want to 
hear it. 


A cab was waiting and whisked us out of the city to the suburbs. With Nicko, Dave, and myself squeezed into 
the back it made for an uncomfortable ride. Nick just couldn't shut up, not one word of worth out of his 
mouth mattered, yet he kept talking. | meanwhile was squished in the middle, rubbing up against Dave every 
time the cab would turn or hit a bump in the road. Fucking made me hard watching my jeans rub against his 


beige khakis and again | kicked myself again that | ever let him go. 
"You alright there my son, you seem a wee bit tense and that just won't do for a proper round a'golf." 
"Fine, Nick," | got out through gritted teeth as we hit another bump in the road. "Just fine." 


"You know, | said that one day to my missus. We were in Florida, see, and | was doing my thing and avoiding 


these big nasty flying bug things, when suddenly | says.” 

Davey leaned into me as we took another turn and Nicko's story went in one ear and out the other. "Sorry," 
Dave murmured, not making much effort to stay against the sidewall. It was too early and | hadn't had enough 
coffee for this. 


"lm gonna need some coffee when we get there." | talked over Nicko, who was still going without stopping. 


"Coffee in the clubhouse." Davey looked at his watch. "Should be open 


"And then she says, "That's fine Nick, but it doesn’t explain the oranges." Well, mark my words there was a 
fight to end all fights." | couldn't figure out if Nicko was talking to himself or the driver, but he didn't care no 


one was listening. 


He kept it up all the way to the course while Dave and | sat quietly, slipping and sliding and being thrown into 
each other. | wasn't sure if | could walk when we pulled up out front. The big shirt was still untucked and 
covered up not only my gut but other things. | found the coffee in the lounge while Nick went to borrow some 


clubs and Davey wandered over to the already open bar. Apparently golfers were also seven am drinkers. 


| waited in the lobby, watching as Dave wandered back in and asked for my coffee. He pulled the top off and 
dumped in a rather large shot of something before handing it back. "Cheers, mate," he said and walked the 
glassware back to the bar. | sniffed it and put the lid back on. A little Irish cream never hurt. Nicko carried 
their golf bags and my borrowed one back with him, one on each shoulder and mine dragging behind. 


He looked me up and down and then stood next to me. "Sorry H, I's thought yous was shorter." He handed me 
the bag that was he dragging. "Should still work like daisies. We'll give you a bigger handicap, sos it's even" 


"Yeah, ok," | took the bag from him and poked around the clubs. | had a vague idea but golf just wasn't my 
thing and they all kind of looked the same. "You'll tell me which one to use, right?" 


"Oh shures, shures, love to do some teaching with a beginner, ‘snot often | get the chance these days, not 
with Davey here bein' so good all the time." He nodded over in Davey's direction. "Got it done then?" He said to 


Dave, just coming back from the bar again. 
"Yeah, they're loading the cart now.’ Dave looked at his watch again. "Ten minutes. Wanna head out?" 


Nicko clapped his hands together. "Not much better than green grass, warm sun, and an elephants weight in 


liquor awaiting us in the golf cart. Time's wasting, gentlemen’ 


Davey had done well at the bar, the cart barely fit the three of us, our clubs, and the cooler fitted in the 
back. Dave and Nick kept score, leaving me to try and keep up with them, running around the damn course 
trying to find my ball. After yet another trudge back from the treeline, Nicko smiled, holding back his laughter 
and holding up yet another golf ball for me. "Want me to put this one on a string, eh?" 


"Ha ha, give it" | lunged and tried to get the small object of disdain away from him, but he kept holding it out 


of my reach. 


"This ain't football, you know?" Nicko finally relented and let me grab the golf ball. "Just because you get the 
high score, don't mean you win, see." | let the small divots in the ball crush into my palm as | thought about 
throwing the ball instead of hitting it. Probably more accurate that way. "Why'n'cher have a sit with old Davey 


and have a beer, he's good to talk to you know, and my next shot is going to take me a while to line up." 


Nicko grabbed his gloves and a club and walked down the paved path, leaving Dave behind the wheel and me 
standing on the grass. 


| sat in the cart with a beer out of the cooler and watched Nicko walk away to find his ball, sitting in silence 
as he set down his clubs and did some pretty athletic stretching. Dave made no move to drive up to catch 
him. 

"Thanks Nick, ‘cos this isn't weird at all." 

"What isn't weird?" Dave had his foot off the gas pedal and the key turned to off, clearly in no rush to get 
caught up. | had the beer against my lips and chuckled bitterly at the situation. "We've known each other since 
we were kids." 

In finally took a sip of my beer. "I shouldn't be here." We were both watching Nicko practice swing. 


"Whatcha mean?" 


What did | mean? | pulled at the label on the bottle, focused on trying to pry it away in one piece from the 
cold glass. | couldn't think of what to answer Dave with. "I dunno." | shrugged again. "Here." 


"Golf course or tour?" Dave was looking at Nicko as well, focused as much as | was on the bottle. 

| made a wordless noise and the paper label tore. | tossed the label shred into the overly green grass and 
watched it be carried away by the light wind. It floated a little bit before snagging a blade and landing. "Both," | 
answered Dave's earlier question 

It was his turn to hum and tap his fingers on the steering wheel. "Shouldn't be a problem." 

"Not for you its not" | ripped off another scrap of label and let it fly. 


"It's been ten years." 


| turned and faced him. "So everything in between didn't count? All the sneaking around an’ lying to everyone 


when | was out of Maiden?" 
He stared straight ahead at a still swinging Nicko. "You left me." 


"Don't play the scorned woman with me." | twisted my hands around the bottle, choking it. "You know why | had 
to go." 


‘Its always been bullshit with you, hasn't it? Everything.’ 


| looked back out at Nicko, unable to watch Dave any longer. "That's low." Nicko kicked up a tuft of sod 


"Especially from you." 


Dave made a dismissive noise while Nicko finally made his real swing. The small ball sailed further down the 


green towards the flag. "You don't have the tackle to do anything about it” 


"Oh yeah?" | was beyond mad. I'd show him how big my balls really were. "Oh yeah??" | quickly lunged across 
the vinyl bench seat and smashed my lips against his, fingers digging into his polo shirt and holding him. | 
pushed away after | had made my point, spit forming a slick layer on my lips. The cart seat was suddenly hard 
under my rear and | sat back on the right side. 


Nicko had disappeared from view, off making his next shot and entertaining the geese further down the course. 
Davey didn't say a damned thing, instead fumbling with the small key on it's plastic key tag and starting the 
cart, driving it down the winding pavement towards where Nicko was last spotted. There was a little smirky 
smile on his face; if | didn't know him so well | would have missed it. The slightest bit of pink under the edge of 
his sunglasses called to me and hooked me all over again just like a bass to a lure. 


This really was going to be the worst tour of my life. 


Happy Family 


The gig that night was another example of slow torture. Jan was oblivious, still fawning and running around 
Dave as he always did and Dave was playing into it and then giving me looks, sending all sorts of mixed signals. | 
was about ready to tear up a piece when the encore finished and towels were handed out. Instead we were 
stuck on a bus together, a bunch of tired sweaty guys and even sweatier managers. Rod stunk worse than 
Bruce did, but at least Bruce had run himself under a shower quickly. Rod smelled like used athletic socks, and 
of course the black sheep of the band got to sit next to him again as the bus rolled up and then down the 
mountains and into America through the right. Those of us who had managed to fall asleep were rudely 
interrupted by border guards looking for drugs and finding none. Rod thumped Nicko for asking if they knew 
where to get any because we were all out. It was a small bit of levity in what is normally a very dull 


occurrence. 


Dave kept slipping away from me. | would try to get him alone to talk to him, to see why he was acting like 
such a twat but every time | would think | could talk to him, he would up and disappear. We had a day off in 
New York and it was impossible to find him. In a city that size, it was easy to get separated and go off on 
your own adventures. Even Jan had come to me, asking me if | knew where Davey went off to. For once | was 


as lost as he was, just waiting for Dave to turn back up at the hotel. 


After waiting in the glitzy hotel bar for hours, | chuffed it in, paying my tab and heading up to my room for 
the night. It was Zam, not late by our standards, but the rest of the bar crowd had thinned and the barkeep 


wasn't serving anymore. 
In bed, in the dark, wrapped up in the warm blankets with the air conditioner blasting | finally fell asleep. 


| woke up not too long after by noises in the next room. The obviously drunk person had slammed the door, 
laughing and running into things. There was some quieter conversation and shufflings that turned into deep 
moans and the creak of rented bedsprings. | grabbed one of the extra pillows and wrapped it around my head, 
just wanting to go back to sleep. We were booked into a nice hotel, not like the old cheap ones we used to have 
back in the day. Sounds shouldn't travel the way they were, so | chalked it up to paranoia and being keyed up 
the last twenty four hours. 


| had an interview the next morning on some radio show, Steve called too early to make sure | was up and 
sober and would be ready for the taxi and other phones down the hall rang in succession and Steve 
micromanaged. Breakfast was delivered and | went through the mundaneness of the morning while the news 


bleeted out from the telly in English for a change. 


Steve called again with a five minute warning. | hung up on him, knowing well enough who was calling and got 
my shoes on. | closed the door behind me and noticed the noisy couple from last night was also in the hallway. 
Jan futzed with the electronic lock while a rather hung over looking Dave leaned against the striped wallpaper, 


swaying on his feet. 


“Lo, H" Jan waved and smiled as Davey cringed and thumped his head on the wall. "Morning, eh?" 
"Yeah," | ground out, trying not to kill Jan until the tour was over. "Soddin’ early.” 


"Someone," Jan hitched a thumb at Dave, "Had a bit too much fun last night." He wisely left off the ‘without 


me' clause | knew he was itching to add. | really would have thumped him then, tour notwithstanding. 


"Oh," | looked at my feet, choosing to to let them in on the extent of what | heard, now knowing that Dave's 


room had been right next to mine. 


"Few hours and he'll be aight." Jan landed his big hands on Dave's shoulder, pulling him away from the wall and 
towards the lifts. 


Now wasn't going to be a good time to ask Davey anything except if he needed a sick bag. The sunglasses 
stayed on his face the entire morning and it was a rather quiet interview. The guy could tell Dave didn't feel 


well and | wasn't in the mood, it was a shitty interview anyway. 


Dave disappeared after the taxi ride to the venue, probably off to nurse his hangover and avoid the looming 
thunderstorm of oblivious Jan and murderous me. | had a halfhearted wank in my bath that just left me 


feeling more alone and desperate than relieving any tension 


The same situation as last night happened during the show, and | was sure this was some form of purgatory. 
Jan ran around, baiting Davey, who would then try to get me in on it. It probably made for a good show, but it 


was rapidly giving me an ulcer and pushing back my already thinning hairline. 
| had just handed my guitar off to the tech after the show when someone vaguely familiar from the business 
end of things ran up to me with a cordless phone. "Adrian," | knew it was bad ‘cos no one ever called me 


Adrian. "Phone." 


It was my mum, and | was right. It wasn't good. 


Indoor Games 


The band played three dates without me while | was back in England at my father's funeral. It was morbid and 
depressing trying to help my mum and get things dore. 


| flew back to Cleveland - what a dump of a town. | was back to square one again, being treated like | had the 
plague or something. Bruce kept me in line and convinced me to stay, Cleveland and Detroit were close to 


Nathalie's family that | could easily just jump off and quit. 


But no, for whatever reasons he had | let Bruce convince me to keep on going. Things weren't getting any 

better. Jan was grating on my nerves. Outside of this situation | still liked the guy so it was really weird. He did 
some great things on the guitar and seemed to fit in with everyone else but me. Davey was.. He went back and 
forth between being the relaxed, funny guy | first started hanging out with and being a complete wanker when 


Jan was around. 


Things came to a head, pun intended, in Denver. | was on eggshells after all I'd been through and it was one of 
those suburban venues where there's nowhere to escape and nothing to do for hours. We sat on stage while 
the guys worked out some sort of technical issue with the PA, a fine time for Steve to bark at us all and 
argue with Nicko. All in the good Maiden tradition of course. | was noodling on my guitar and playing with the 
tuning when | noticed Jan and Davey had left us, leaving just the four of us on stage. | knew what they'd gone 
off to do, the heated looks and private giggles seemed never ending since | got back from England. 


Tired of being treated like a toddler, | wandered off in search of what was sure to be some excitement. Either 
I'd find them fucking somewhere or I'd kill one of them, possibly both would happen and we'd have 
entertainment for hours. Maybe with my dad's passing | was just in a morbid depression. | could certainly use 


a good scream if nothing else. 


The grounds of Fidler's Green were nicely landscaped. They had some water areas that looked like it could hold 
some small fish that | wouldn't mind chasing around for a while. Security was good and | was able to put some 
ground under my feet. The movement always helped with the stress, as much as | wasn't a fan of outright 


exercise. 


Giving up on the greenery | headed back to the dressing room to be berated by Steve for leaving and not 
being a ‘group player’ or whatever that meant to him. Far as | was concerned anyone could set the levels on 


my mic, | wasn't singing much and the guitar mix was just fine. 


| poked around into various rooms, wasting time in hopes of finding something interesting. | found lots of folding 
chairs and cleaning equipment until | stumbled upon an out of the way storeroom with the lights on. There 
were some pretty suspicious noises for a room full of backdrops and states sets so for everyone's safety | 


had to check it out. 


| walked quietly through the piles of junk, slowly winding around and getting closer to the noises | was hearing. 


It sounded like it was just over the large handing bolt of fabric, so | carefully balanced on the piles of copy 
paper and peered over the top. 


| kept quiet, watching perversely as Jan squirmed. | remembered how that felt, with Dave slowly rocking his 
hips and making you beg for more. My cock hardened the longer | watched and | ached to touch myself, to feel 
the same release that they were. Jan pushed back into Dave's hips, urging him to go faster, but Dave always 
kept the pace slow. He used to pound into you when we were kids, but as the years crept on he slowed, 
savoring every thrust and slide instead of rushing through things. 


Oh, how | enjoyed it. The surprisingly rough feel of his skin or the softness of his hair, how he smelled and the 
little noises he made when he was ready to come. The same little hiccup he was making now, just barely 
enough for Jan and | to hear. | rubbed at myself through my jeans and tried to keep my balance, greedy eyes 
fixed to where their bodies were joined. 


Fuck, it was probably the hottest thing l'd ever seen, and I'd seen more than my share over the years. Jan's 

long hair parted over his back and the tshirt he'd been wearing bunched at the small of his back. Dave had his 
jeans around his ankles and with one hand was guiding Jan in a steady pace. With a slight stutter Dave stopped 
moving, leaning slightly over Jan's back as he came. | saw the back of his chest start to rise again after he let 


go of the breath he was holding. 


Dave stepped back once he was steady and Jan turned on him instantly, pushing on his shoulders until Davey 
dropped to his knees, one leg at a time. Jan had his hands in Davey's hair and brought his mouth to his dick, 
moaning as Davey's lips fit around his length. | shuffled my feet on the fabric to get a better view and 
something in the bottom of the pile shifted, a small crackle of creasing cardboard echoing through the empty 
ceiling. | quickly leaned back from the bolt of fabric and stopped dead still, heart racing a million miles an hour 


and erection pressed uncomfortably against my zipper. 
"What was that?" Jan whispered. "You ‘ere tha?" 


There was a slurp and then a small pop. "Probably a rat, don't worry." Davey's voice was thick and deep, as it 


got when his vocal cords were being abused. 


Jan moaned again slightly and | slowly crept off the pile of shit and started to make for the door. That had 
been too close of a call for my liking. "Fuck, you're so good," he whispered as | was just making my way out of 


hearing range. 


| was on edge, between the hormones and adrenaline | didn't know whether to find a toilet and jerk off or to 
get somewhere and let my heart slow down to normal. | limped through the halls of the shed and toward the 
bus to get a beer and maybe have a wank in the locked toilet. 


"What's a'matter, you look like you dun saw a ghost" Steve was shuffling through some papers with some 
more management minions. All | could do was give him a look and brush past him. | probably looked like | had 


saw a ghost, sweaty, pasty, dilated pupils and fast breathing. | couldn't get to a damn door with a lock on it 


quick enough and the lump in my trousers was making it rather chafing to walk this far. 


Finally | climbed on the bus and threw the latch behind me. If the driver was still here somewhere, so be it. 
He's seen much worse than a grown man masturbating. | pushed through the lounge and sleeping area and 
locked myself in the small, dark toilet room. It smelled like blue water and shame. | thumped my head against 
the plastic of the door and flipped the switch for the vent, only to find the generator was off and nothing 
worked. With my head still against the warm wall, | opened my pants and eased myself out, relieved that the 
confining jean were finally loosened enough to breathe. 


| couldn't bring myself to jerk off, even though | kept seeing Dave's creamy skin and Jan's shapely rear in my 
mind's eye. Images of Dave thrusting and Jan sliding and moaning and sighing paraded in front of me as | 
bounced my head off the wall and waited for my erection to go away. | tried thinking about anything to make it 
go away and sat on the toilet with my head in my hands, wondering where it all had gone so wrong. | loved 


Nathalie, always had, and she was waiting patiently at home and here | was making myself sick over my 


childhood friend and another friend. 


My brain wanted to know if Jan was still a friend. It had gone over this a million times in the last two weeks 
and had gotten nowhere, like wheel spitting gravel. Wasn't | going to get a beer? | needed a beer. With the 

erection now gone, | dressed and found one of the few remaining cans in the sink, the ice long gone. | drank it 
warm as | sat in the quiet front lounge of the empty bus. Everything still felt shaky, but at least my heart 


wasn't beating out of my chest and the world at least looked back to normal. 


| threw the now empty can back into the sink. There would be new ones after tonight, along with fresh ice. 
Wiping my hands on my jeans, | opened the door and stepped out into the bright July sun. | sat quietly in the 
tuning room most of the afternoon, mindlessly playing over some riffs | had in my head and trying to ignore 
life the best that | could. Skipping dinner, | chose to hide as long as | could until the stage call, and then | tried 
to stay on my side, not really able to look at Jan and unable to get anywhere close to Dave. It wasn't a great 
show and Bruce kept pushing me, running through me on his trips around the stage. There would be hell from 


Steve later, and | knew I'd have to avoid him or feign some sort of illness to avoid explaining things. 


Even my tech just shook his head as | traded out guitars. Too many missed cues and boffed notes for tonight. 


There was certainly a shit storm brewing over my head. 


Steve threw himself into a seat on the bus after the show. "That fuckingk sucked" his accent was so strong | 


knew | was screwed. "The fuck H?" 


We all had beers in our hand as the bus kicked over and started the drive down the mountain to tomorrow's 
city. "Look, I'm sorry. | had a shit night, alright?" | just wanted to crawl into my bed and die. "Fuck you anyway 


Harris." My nerves were still on edge and | wasn't in the mood for any shit from anyone. 


His gob fell open, but he caught it quickly. "Fuck me, eh? Fuck you H, | dunno what's eatin’ you lately, but you 
get it together, ‘ear?" 


Heads were bouncing back and forth like during Wimbledon. "Oh | will” | pushed my way through the legs and 
limbs and towards my bunk, shooting a dirty sneer at Jan, who only looked scandalized. | heard everyone behind 
me whispering, so public schoolish of them, Steve the only one with balls big enough to actually say what had 
to be said. | yanked the curtain shut on my bunk, quickly wishing I'd grabbed a few beers on the way back. | 
dropped my shoes off the edge and pulled the blanket over myself. Let them talk, fuck them anyway. I'd made 


up my mind after this tour | was gone again. It was all the same bullshit again anyway. 


Someone knocked at the frame around my bunk "Knock knock," said Bruce, handing in three beers. "You, aaah, 


you alright?" 


| took the beers from him and stashed them against the wall. "Fuck off Bruce." | said it without the power or 


inflection | had used earlier, it just sounded defeated now. 


"Umm, aaah," he fidgeted. "Well, let me know." And he pulled the curtain back closed and | pulled on my 
headphones and cracked another beer. Sleep would be a blessed thing right now but | knew I'd be up all night 
listening to the same CD on repeat until the bus stopped in LA tomorrow. 


Man With an Open Heart 


| made it through the day somehow, interviews and phone calls taking up most of my time. | could feel Davey 
trying to get my attention, he was always just around the corner and peeking around doorways to see whom | 
was talking with or what | was doing. The show that night was better, | didn't mess up as much. Steve seemed 
happy on the long drive up to San Jose and the bus was quiet as everyone slept. No hotel for us today, it was 
back on the bus and off to the next city right after the gig. It was wearing on us all, too many nights stuck 


sleeping in a rumbly old bus and too much time staring at each other. 


Early in the morning Steve and Rod roused everyone and headed off to do their thing, Nicko had a friend he 
was going to meet. Bruce and Jan headed out somewhere, leaving me and Davey alone with each other and 
nothing but time before the show. It was these moments of complete stillness that made touring so difficult. 
As long as | was working or moving things were fine, there was stuff to be done and | could focus on that. 


When times were quiet was when people got into trouble. 
"Hey," Dave leaned against the curtain separating the lounge from the sleeping area. "Gotter minute?" 


| scratched my head and thought about showering. "Yeah, | guess." The coffee was old and bitter by the time 


we'd made it out of bed, everyone else probably having left the bus hours earlier. 


"I didn't tell Jan that you watched us." My stomach dropped to the floor and suddenly the coffee wasn't so 
important anymore. | blustered, already trying to form denials and lies and having them all tumble on my 
tongue. "It's alright, he doesn't need to know." 


"You knew?" | asked him, still in disbelief. He nodded. 
"You're about as graceful as a mule ox, H" Davey smiled slightly and sadly. "That's never gonna change." 


| looked into his blue eyes, the same eyes I'd seen for forty years. | didn't see the slightest sign of anything 
going the way | wanted it. There was fondness, yes, and love of a sort, but no fire, no cheek or tease. "I'm 


quitting." | had to swallow hard. "After these gigs, I'm gone, man" 


At first it looked like he had questions, then his brows relaxed and | finally saw something other than a chuckle 
in Davey's eyes. His eyes scanned my face as | stood there, letting my words sink in. / quit It felt good. | felt 
sick. Staying was killing me, but quitting certainly would. 


What | didn't see was his arm tense and his fist swing, hitting me in my jaw with no warning. Davey didn't hit 
people. Any of the rest of us would, some with less provoking than others, but Dave wouldn't. Scratch that, he 
hadn't. Until now. By the time | realized he'd hit me he's already bailed and left the bus, leaving me to gingerly 


touch the tender area and wince at would soon unmistakably be a fist shaped bruise. 


| let him have a head start to wherever he was going, probably off to Jan to vent. When the coast was clear, 


| wandered around the Event Center and found some ice to lay against my face. | sat alone in a production 
office with a ziplock of ice and thoughts. Word would soon spread that | quit, Steve would barge in and bark, 
Bruce would try to rationalize, and in the end I'd either be out immediately or in a week, didn't matter much at 


this point. 


The production office was oddly quiet. Normally girls made sure the rider was filled and deposits were made, 
hotel reservations confirmed and signage printed. The computers were all up and on but there was no one, not 
even a runner. There was a walkie talkie over by a printer. Out of curiosity | turned it on. It was obviously a 


crew member, the tape and wear not just from recreational use. 


Copy that, doctor thinks its broken. Rods on his way now. Over. A burst of static filled the line between switch 


overs. 


Got it, Amelia's working on cancelling, over. 
Thanks Tony, 


| turned the stupid thing off. Whatever was going on, it explained why the office was empty. Something had 
gone down while me and Dave were fighting. I'd find out sooner or later as it looked like they were trying to 
cancel tonight's gig in a hurry. Ditching the melted ice, | headed out to the dressing room, hoping to run into 


someone with more information. If this was it, | might just as well start heading home. 


Steve was alone, sitting on a sofa with a glass tumbler of something that looked strong, his elbows on his 


knees and hair looking like he'd pulled it up and out a million times. 
"What's going on?" 


He looked at me and | could tell he was seriously upset. "Tours fuckingk shitholed, Dave broke ‘is ‘and" He took 
a swig of his drink. "And we're all fuckingk fucked." | just stood with my mouth open. He'd broken his hand. It 
was the end for a guitarist, months of recovery, having to build up stamina again. Just not being able to play 
would be a torture on its own. Steve was staring at my face, the wheels already turning in his mind. "What 


tfuck ‘appened to yer face?" 


Lie. | had to lie really quick. "I, uhh, ran into a wall" Steve squinted and | had to look down at my shoes. | was 


busted and | knew it, | just didn't know how much he knew. 


| see." He sat up and walked past me, pacing with his anger. "Same thin’ ‘e said." He walked back towards me, 
turning on a dime in front of me and getting up in my face. "| don't know what's goin’ on ‘tween you two, but 


yas better figure it out" He paused. "Now." 


With one last aggressive lunge at me he was gone, whiskey tainted breath and all. It took a calmer and longer 
retelling from Nicko to find out it was only Davey's finger and he was still in Hospital having it looked at and 
fixed. At least Nick had the common sense not to ask about the large bruise blooming on my face, he just kept 


glancing at it nervously. 


The gig ended up being cancelled. It took hours for everyone to wander back to the hotel they'd quickly booked 
us into. Steve sent word not to leave the hotel premises and he'd let us know as soon as he knew, probably 
thinking I'd run as soon as | could get out the door. Bruce stayed with me, letting me in his room and keeping 
me company. He didn't talk for once, just handing me beers as | emptied them and sitting on the bed next to 
me watching as | flipped through channels restlessly. 


Someone knocked on the door and Bruce went to answer it, leaving me surrounded by stubbed out cigarettes 
and empty beer bottles. Bruce blocked the door, not letting whoever was outside in, going as far as holding his 
hand against the door frame. | saw a big wad of bandages and a swish of blonde hair out of the corner of my 
eye, and Bruce pushed the owner back out into the hallway, shutting the door behind him. Even from the 
whispers in the hallway | knew it was Dave. Carefully | climbed off the bed and cracked the door open, peeking 
out. Dave held his hand up by his shoulder, the white gauze looking much more like a snow mitten, tape running 
down his wrist and around his forearm. It looked really bad. 


He caught my eyes peeking through the crack in the door and he sneaked past Bruce, kicking the door closed 
and sliding the latch with his good hand. 


We stared at each other, trying to figure out where to start. 


"Sorry about your hand, Dave." The world looked tilted and suddenly | wished | didn't have all those beers 


earlier. 


"You should see your face" At least he was smiling. "It's just my right hand, | can still play." | pointed at the 
large wad of wrappings. "Once this comes off anyway." Bruce pounded on the door, probably worried | would 
beat on Dave. "Go away Bruce. Come back in an hour." Davey shouted through the door, which stopped Bruce's 
pounding. He shuffled off down the hallway, feet dragging with each exaggerated step. Dave held a good finger 
to his lips, whispering, "He's still out there." 


‘Prank him? | mouthed. Dave had always been good for a prank and we certainly needed it now. Dave nodded, an 


idea already making him grin. 
"Oh, H, come here big boy, | missed you so much!" 


| stared at Dave like he'd grown another head, this was not the sort of prank | had in mind. He motioned for 
me to play along. "Davey-poo, did they hurt you at that big hospital?" 


"Uh huh," he nodded. "They gave me a shot, and the needle was this big." He held his hands about a foot apart, 


holding back his laughs. He must be on some good painkillers. He always did get loopy on cocaine. 


| put on my cheesiest voice. "I got sumpthin’ that big for ya, right here." | pulled on my shirt and flapped it up 


and down over my stomach, just making clothing noises. 


Dave let loose a laugh. "Oooh, that is big," he said through his laughs. 


"Aargh!" We heard from outside the door from Bruce when he finally gave up and split. Davey was doubled 


over from laughing and he caught himself on my arm, trying not to fall. 


When the laughs wore off his good hand was still around my arm and he was much too close. He felt warm 


and good. He leaned in and pressed his lips against mine. 
"Stop playin’," | said, stepping back. Dave matched my step. 


"M not playin." He wrapped his arms around my waist and | didn't want to stop him. He leaned in again and 
kissed me. | poured all the anger and bitterness into that one kiss, letting him know that | hurt and he kept 
twisting the knife. 


His hands ran up and down my back, the bandaged hand not able to do much but making an attempt. "Bed?" He 
breathed in between kisses. | nodded and we stumbled backwards, shirts and belts flying as we stripped each 
other. With a push from Dave | landed on my back on the bed, jeans undone but still up. He picked up my legs 
and tossed them on the bed, leaning over me and grabbing the belt loops. Shoved them as far down as he 
could one handed, leaving me to squirm with a massive erection half stuck under too tight denim. | slid the 


other side down my hip as he crawled onto the bed, his hand running over whatever skin he could find. 


Without a word he grasped my cock and sucked me into his throat. | moaned and arched my neck, eyes closing 
at the feel of his mouth again after all this time. "Oh fuck," | panted. "Fuck." | curled my hands in the 
bedspread as he sucked and licked. Between the normal tingles and numbness of being drunk, and the wonders 
Davey's Tongue was doing | was in heaven 


It was so good | couldn't even open my eyes to look at him, but | could see him in my head. Younger, bobbing 
up and down enthusiastically, all pale skin and big eyes with those ridiculously long lashes. My hips jumped as 
he hit a sensitive spot, and he made a noise, not stopping his attentions. Fingers wandered over my leg and hip, 
his right hand just laying against my thigh. | managed to open my heavy lids and watch him suck me. It was 


hotter than any images my mind could have ever supplied. 


Dave glanced up under his brow and slowly dragged his lips from my skin, eyes never leaving mine as he slowly 
climbed up and put his knees on either side of my hip. Before | really knew what he was doing, he was grabbing 
me and sitting down, guiding my aching cock to his ass and slowly lowering himself. 


| think | died. It's hard explaining something out of your past like that, especially something you loved and 
enjoyed and then lost. He was every bit as gorgeous as the last time we snuck off together and felt even 
better than I'd remembered. a hand landed on my belly as he steadied himself and began to move. All | could do 


was breathe, whine, and thrust, the entire universe centering on my cock and the glorious heat surrounding it. 


"Davey... Fuck." | don't know how he held on through my bucking. | was trying to bury myself further inside 


him even as we were as close as we could get. The sweet slide out and the head-spinning pressure of sliding 
out filled the empty spaces in my heart, plasters over years and years of want and regret holding together 


the tattered ends of my self. 


His left hand teased over my hip while he let his right hand hang limply. The dark tattoo on his forearm peeked 
out over the white bandages. | reached out and traced the inked flesh, remembering when it had been a small 
cross and before that blank skin. His pace faltered and slowed, intimacy overtaking the hormones that led us 


here. 
"Missed you," he hissed between lifts and falls. 


| sat up enough to get my arms around his chest and pulled him down to me, holding him close. "Missed you 
too." His hair had fallen forward, a small curtain around just our faces. Hot breath filled the space between and 
our lips met in another kiss, this one softer and addictive, promising things men our age should know don't 


exist. It was addictive and intoxicating. 


My arms slid up and down his back, once prominent ribs now softer and rounded over. And the smell.. | 
couldn't stop inhaling his scent. | fit my face into the side of his neck and just breathed. His legs tightened 
against my hips, returning the gesture before he pulled away slightly and started rocking again 


His left hand found my right and pressed it into the pillows, fingers locking together. What | saw in his eyes 
made my heart soar. His eyes were clear blue, like the warmest Pacific water I'd ever seen, and so full of all 
the things | had lost. Love. Trust. Years upon years of a life lived together. Time didn't matter anymore as 


Davey started to move faster, pleasure running through every part of my soul. 


"Davey... shit.." It was too much. He was so tight around me, pushing me forward and over the edge too fast, 
unable to stop. "Fuck." His hand clenched mine even tighter. A few more thrusts into him and | spent myself, 
falling back into the bedding and breathing deep as | came down from the high. Dave had stilled above me, 


waiting for me to come around again. 


He always said so much with his eyes. Looking down on me, with the smallest smile just turning up the corners 
of his mouth he waited. | just looked at him, slowly smiling back. He must have known what | was thinking, 
because he carefully climbed off me and laid at my side, catching his still hard cock in his hand and stroking 
slowly. Simply delicious, and all mine. | turned on my side and slid down to his hip, pushing away his hand and 
replacing it with mine, keeping up the same pace. It was his turn to sigh now and enjoy as | guarded my teeth 
and let him slowly slip inside. 


There were just some things you never forgot how to do. My jaw ached after a few minutes, and I'm pretty 
sure anyone watching would have had a good laugh, but Davey seemed to be enjoying it. That was all that 


mattered to me, his little movements and wordless noises. 


It wasn't long before he tensed and came. 


Instantly he relaxed under me, tension disappearing and melting into Bruce's bed. | fell next to him, wanting to 
sleep but knowing | couldn't. The hormone crash and alcohol had taken it's toll on my energy level and looked like 
it was doing the same to Davey. 

"Gotta get up," | said through the mucus and thickness in my throat. 


His eyes fluttered. "Don't wanna" 


"You're gonna wanta when Bruce wants his room back." That made his eyes open and he slowly sat up, swinging 


his legs over the edge of the bed. 
Davey looked at me with sated eyes. "Wanna go back to my room?" 


"Isn't Jan there?" | realized my mistake as soon as it fell out of my mouth. "I'm sorry," | rushed to say, but | 


could already see his smile fade and eyes loose their glow. "That's not what | meant.” 


"Then why'd you say it? Although thinking it is probably just as bad" Davey faced the wall now, back to me as 
| covered myself with the blankets. 


| looked at his back and decided to be honest now that the immediate need was sated. "I'm jealous." 


Dave hung his head, looking at his feet. Slowly he started to shake his head and laugh softly. "Right like a soap 


opera, eh?" | snickered and fussed with the blankets. Davey turned to face me. "You still plan on leavin'?" 
"No," | said firmly. "| can't" Dave blinked and seemed to think. 
‘It won't end well," he eventually said, picking at his fingernails 


“Course it will" He scrunched his brows as | tried to explain. "Just you and me, and Maiden and Jan will find his 


way somewhere.” 
"What if Im not ready to give him up? That's a rather presumptions statement" 

| hadnt even thought that Dave wouldnt want to go back to me and him. "I mean, | like Jan, | do, just not." 
The door blipped and the lock unlatched, Bruce plowing into his room, getting two steps in before realizing that 
we were both on his bed and naked. "Whoa, whoa, sorry guys!" He covered his eyes with a hand. "Did not need 


to see that, did not need to see that." 


"Bruce, what the." Jan trailed in behind him and ran into his back. Dave slid a pillow over his lap. Bruce tried to 


tiptoe backwards but Jan was frozen. 


"| can explain, Jan" Davey held the pillow across his lap and searched for his pants. | just sat there with the 


comforter over my legs and lap, looking between Dave and Jan. 


Bruce had his hand on Jan's chest, trying to push him back into the hall. Jan looked dumbfounded, and | wasn't 


sure if he was going to jump in or start screaming. "How did you get in Bruce's bed?" 


Of all the questions for him to ask first. "We were talking.” | tried to explain. Fuck, it must have looked really 
bad. 


"After the shagging," Dave added. 


| shrugged. "Yeah, well." Bruce got enough force into Jan to move him back, hooking the door with his foot and 
closing it behind him. 


"Steve!" Bruce called down the hallway with his stage voice. Jan turned the handle again and pushed the door 


open, Bruce hanging onto him. 
"You two're fucking?" Jan kept looking at Davey's bandaged hand. 
"Well, yeah." Dave said bluntly. 


Jan thought about it for a few seconds then nodded. "Okay." He closed the door without slamming it. Footsteps 
thudded down the hallway and the door was opened again, this time by Steve. 


"Wha the bloody ‘ell is going on ‘ere?" His hair was still in a towel from the shower, and the bathrobe barely 
covered anything where it gaped in the front. He noted Davey wearing only a pillow and myself clad in the hotel 
comforter. "The fuck?" 

"Never mind Harry. Not going to kill each other today." Davey smiled despite the situation 


"You," he put his finger in the middle of Bruce's chest. "Come with me." 


Bruce tried to look innocent as he chased after Harry's bathrobe. That toothy grin told us all we needed to 


know. 


"What's all this, then?" Nicko poked his head in "I hear Bruce yelli for Steve, not like he does in the showers, 


mind, and now.." He pointed at Dave and |. "Is it orgy night or somethin'?" 
"Can you just go, please Nick" | rubbed my hands over my face. "Call my solicitor after l'm dead, will ya?" 


"Dunno, H. All those strong fingers stroking over sweaty skin, wet tongues skating over all that flesh, you 
might get out of this a happy bloke." 


| didn't know | could still blush. It hurt the side of my face. "Nick, please?" 


"Next time just let old Nicko know, right? I'll just shows ya how to use the video camera, then I'll be gone." 


"God, Nick, please?" The whine must have gotten to him, and he looked at the three of us, shook his head, and 


went on his merry way. 

| wished | was as constantly upbeat as he was. 

So now it was my naked self, my ex-whatever best friend, and his boyfriend. Such a stupid word, boyfriend. 
Jan leaned against the wall, looking at the ceiling. "| knew this day was coming, just surprised it took so long." 
"Knew what?" Dave repositioned the pillow, pulling at the cotton pillowcase. 

"Knew you and him.." he trailed off, nodding in my direction. "Since he came back." 


"So what do we do?" Dave filled the uncomfortable silence. Jan and | looked at each other, neither one willing to 


back down 
| found my voice first. "Seems we have a problem 

"Aye," Jan nodded 

"Well, we can be adults, or we can." Davey held up his injured hand. "Got a few days to figure it out anyway" 


"We don't have a few days according to Steve." He'd threatened me once already. If it ever got back to Steve 
that | said I'd quit I'd lose everything, including Dave. 


Jan only rolled his eyes. "Steve can suck my dick This isn't gonna go away overnight" He stared at me, no 


concessions given. 
| thought this was today's light entertainment" Dave set the pillow back on the bed as both myself and Jan 
raised eyebrows. Davey was smart and knew it would be enough to distract us. He smirked again as he sat 


against the headboard "Now, are we going to be reasonable adults?" 


| wasn't going to expose myself to Jan at the simple yank of a comforter, so | reached for my pants and 


carefully slid them on, only showing my backside for a minute as the waistband came up. 
"Reasonable," | grumbled. Jan grumbled something too, both of us clearly unhappy with the current situation. 


"Either we make this work," he emphasized the ‘we' buy swirling his finger in a circle, "Or we all keep it 


professional only." 


"Or we can fight to the death." 
"And break up the band in the process." 


Once we both realized the shit we were in things eased up a bit. Here we were, friends for years, and almost 


at each other's throats while our wives were back at home with the kids. 
It was one of the time Davey seemed to be able to read my mind. "H, you still friends with Jan?" 


| blinked, not so much at the actual question, but that Davey plucked the thought from my head. "Yeah," | 


thought about it. "Yeah, | mean, we're been friends for years, right?" 
Davey nodded. "Jan, you still friends with H?" 


"Yeah, he's still a top notch bloke." Davey waived him over to sit on the bed with us. Slowly he pulled away 
from the wall and sat on the farthest corner by Dave. 


"Then we've got until this heals to figure out how to make it work" 


‘Can't all three of us just get drunk and fuck?" | turned and looked at Jan, never had any idea he was after me 


in that way. Not that he was a bad looking guy, but I'd never even thought about it. 
Suddenly | realized | was no longer pissed, not even a little buzzed. "I need a beer." Getting up | headed for the 
mini fridge. The way all of us drank we'd be out in a short time. The damn pants caught in my crack and | had 


to pull them out, getting a whistle from Jan. | grabbed three of the leftovers. "That's the last of ‘em." 


Davey was still naked, and | had to try really hard not to stare. "We'll have to go out." | handed Jan his beer. 


"Know any place?" Jan always knew where the best bars were. 


Jan thought after cracking his beer. "No, actually. Can always ask the concierge." He took a sip. "What happened 
to your hand anyway?" 


‘Oh, this?" Davey waived the bandaged mess. "Told Steve | ran into a wall" Dave giggled, getting into his beer. 
"Thas' what | told him too." | pointed at my jaw. "Damn hungry wall that was." 


"So what really happened?" Jan leaned in towards the center of the bed like old friends catching up on gossip, 


the earlier awkwardness almost forgotten. 


It was my turn to smirk. "He fell off stage last night." Always good for a laugh, and once the rumor got going, 
there was no living it down. "What a sight it was, lemme tell you, arse over teakettle." My hands went of their 


own accord in a tipping motion. 


"I did not!" Davey looked indignant. Nude and indignant was hard to pull off, but he did it. 
"They'd never believe you hit me." Jan looked at the bruise | was sporting. 
"He hit you? Not Dave." Jan's brows were scrunched together. It was almost comical. 


| laughed, the last of the tension between the three of us finally gone. "Yes, Dave. He was quite a hooligan back 
in the day." | looked over at Dave, who was just smirking all to himself. "| have all the embarrassing stories, 


don't worry.” 


After a few beers at a bar around the corner, we were just fine as a trio. Davey's hand is healing up and the 
tour has picked back up. He should be able to do solos again tomorrow, his finger is already moving a lot 
better, as Jan and myself can both attest to. Jan listened patiently as me and Dave told him the stories of the 
old days. Jan filled me in on the last ten years. We're stronger now as three than when it was just me and 


Dave, or Jan and Dave. Wouldn't trade it for the world. 


